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"Stop shouting. You're not in a tavern!" he said.
'That's all right. I understand. But if I was to strike
you and then I was the judge, who do you think...."
"I think I had better turn you out of here, that's what!"
said the guard threateningly.
"Turn me out? What for?"
"For making so much noise. Put you out in the street."
Bukin looked at those about htm.
"The only thing they want is to make people shut up!"
he said in lowered tones,
"Sure. What did you think?" cried the old man roughly.
Bukin shrugged his shoulders and began to speak more
softly.
"And why shouldn't the people be allowed to attend the
trial? Why only relatives? If your trial is fair, let every-
body hear it! What are you afraid of?"
"The trial's not fair, there's no doubt about that," as-
serted Samoilov loudly.
The mother wanted to tell him what she had heard
Nikolai say about the trial, but she had not understood
everything and had forgotten some of the words. In try-
ing to recall them, she walked away and noticed that a
young man with a light moustache was watching her. He
kept his right hand in the pocket of his trousers, and this
made his left shoulder lower than the right, a peculiarity
which seemed somehow familiar. But he quickly turned
his back and she forgot him, engrossed as she was in
her own thoughts.
But a minute later she heard someone ask,quietly:
"Her?"
"Yes," was the answer*
She glanced round* The man with the lifted shoulder
was standing nearby talking to a dark-bearded youth in
a short coat and knee-boots,
Disturbed, she tried to place him, but could not. She
had an irresistible desire to tell people about her son's
cause. She wanted to hear what they would say against
it, so that she could judge what the verdict would be,

